CHAPTER XXXII
IF NEED BE, DIE FOR IT'
The truth that I have tried to make clear will not find easy accept-
ance. If that could be, it would have been accepted long ago. If that
could be, it would never have been obscured. But it will find friends
-those who will toil for it: suffer for it; if need be, die for it. This
is the power of truth.*
—Progress and Poverty
^
MRY GEORGE died in the arms of his life partner, his
first-born and namesake beside him, his beloved friends
close by, his army of devoted followers at hand, his work done,
his life crowned.
A glorious death!
But in that hotel room in New York in that grey dawn, they
could not see the glory of it. It was the men who broke; it was
the woman who gave them courage.
By the time Frank Stephens, the courier of this shocking
event, had reached Fort Hamilton with the message and Rich-
ard George and his sister had hastened back to the Union
Square Hotel, the cry of "Extra! Extra!" was already ringing in
the ears of early risers.
"Henry George is deadr was the cry that went up and down
the city's streets.
The effect of his death on his followers is poignantly de-
scribed by James R. Brown, the chairman of the campaign
speakers committee. "... in the morning, when on my way back
to headquarters, I reached the newsstand at the corner of our
block, I picked up an early paper with a full front page an-
nouncement of this great man's death. It staggered me, and I
took counsel with hope, that it could not be, that it was perhaps
a mistake. I climbed the elevated railway stairs slowly and pain-
fully; took a train, and, still refusing to believe although the
crowd in the car aB accepted the announcement of the death as
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